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Interview
Monday, 5:00 p.m., 5 March 1990, by telephone

LTC William Keyes
815 Holly Avenue, N.E.
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265
Telephone number:
1-~-848-3507/3064

.;25C..
I got to the Stockade in November 1968 and came home in November 1969.
I arrived a Major (P) and then made LTC shortly after. My predecessor
was Ivan Nelson--Ivan the Terrible.
Paul Grossheim took over after I
left.
Nelson and I never saw eye-to-eye on anything, but he was
probably the right man for the time to take control.
He didn't know
what he was doing as far as I was concerned.
He was MP branch but had
no correctional background. Not all MP officers have correctional
training.
He was a strange personality.
I can tell you how to find
him:
in corrections today, O. [Orville?] Lynn Mccotter, is in
corrrections in the southwest someplace; he was director of Texas
corrections for awhile.
He will know.
Nelson had a real tough job.
He took over immediately after the
stockade had been burned.
I overlapped with him a short time until he
left and then I was able to take over and do something.
There were
things going on there--beatings--it wasn't nice.
Conditions were bad.
The riot had destroyed much of the stockade.
There was no work detail
for prisoners and no recreation.
The attitude among both personnel and
prisoners was bad. As a matter of fact, I had one sergeant guard who
wasn't too bright who told me how he didn't believe in beating inmates
like some guys; he could take them into the latrine, take the head off
the shower and shove their face up there into the water until they
started choking and then they were good boys after that.
I got rid of
him.
A fellow who could give you a helluva good perspective was a black
psychiatrist assigned there.
I don't remember his name. Maybe it was
Bill Stewart [Stuart?]
If you run him down, send me his address.
The guy who had the metal plate put in his head was the commanding
officer immediately before I went over to Vietnam. As far as I'm
concerned he was Father Murphy or Father Flanagan.
"There's no such
thing as a bad boy." The hell there isn't.
I've seen some real wizards
in my day.
That happened during the big riot of 1 68 when the inmates
burned things down.
They killed one or two white prisoners.
Racially
motivated.
At the time of the riot, there were people who were leaders inside
there.
It went on for quite some time.
The army threw food over the
fence to them and gave them water.
I'm sorry.
The first thing I would
have done was turn off the water.
You want a drink? Then come out very
nicely and quietly with your hands on top of your head and I'll give you
water.
I'm a bad guy.
That does not conflict, as far as I see, with
treating people with dignity.
If you're going to act like a vicious
animal, then I'm going to have to take control because I'm not going to

sit around and wait for you to lash out at me.
I want it over with as
soon as possible.
The fastest way to do that is turn off the water and
withhold the food.
You get hungry enough and thirsty enough, we'll feed
you.
It won't take long.
The army was so afraid of a racial situation that they forgot they were
dealing with human beings.
Black or white doesn't mean diddly-squat.
Treat everybody as a human being and everything is going to come out
pretty well alright.
Yet they were so afraid that if they did
something, people were going to think they were mean to blacks.
It was
ridiculous.
Nor did they treat them as soldiers under discipline.
You've got to understand.
They had psychotics in there.
These weren't
just average black people off the streets; these men were nuts.
And
they weren't average white people off the streets.
These people were
much worse to deal with than your average penitentiary inmate.
The guy
in a penit e ntiary knows what he's facing and he does his time.
These
Linmates] were a pretty large group of sociopaths who really came from
nowhere and were going nowhere and this was just a stop inbetween for a
number of them.
It doesn't surprise me to learn that some who were
inmates then are still inmates in the federal prison system, and it
wouldn't surprise me to learn that a large percentage of them were in
jail or in some sort of reformatory before they came in the army.
That's not to say there weren't a number of decent people in there that
got turned around after awhile.
When I got there, I saw a lot of things wrong but there wasn't a lot I
could do about it til Nelson left. Nelson was a strong authority
figure.
He didn't share anything.
I used to hear lessons from him:
"You're going to be commander here, but I'm still commander." I felt
like I was on the U,S,S. Caine with CPT Queeg.
He gave the impression
he didn't have any proble~Hell, he had more than anybody I ever
knew.
I was brand-new in the place,
They were taking me around to show it to
me.
I went into medium security and there was a guard post and on a
shelf by a window in there sat three CS grenades, like apples sitting in
the sun. You don't have things like that inside!
You keep them outside
and bring them in if you need them. The prisoners were unkempt.
They
weren't clean.
Some of these people, if left to their own devices, will
never wash.
There was no recreation to speak of; all they could do was
walk around and talk to each other.
The idea of organized sports just
wasn't there. Nelson would have considered that 'coddling.'
We didn't get very good chaplain support, by the way.
but that was about it.

They had services

When I got there, the conexes were in place. Nelson brought them in.
Before the riot inmates lived in tents, but they'd burned them.
Couldn't burn conexes.
They were publicized as 'inhumane', but not so.
It wasn't a bad idea, except he didn't go about it in the right way.
I
put them under a canopy--a pole building--that reflected the sun; it was

the coolest place in the stockade.

It was kept clean.

When I took over, we tried to get more work for the inmates. We set up
a concrete block production line.
The line that made the most got to
eat first.
The inmates loved it. We used 'big red'--filling sandbags
is a very practical thing to do in the middle of a war.
There wasn't
anything wrong with that.
It couldn't take too many prisoners, so we
added a little paint shop.
We tried to get the prisoners into minimum custody.
I tried to be visible.
I was in the area all the time and when I
wasn't, I was in my office and they'd come to see me.
I'm 6'1" and
weighted about 185#. Pretty well ripcorded.
Once I had control of the
place I'd walk around and people would say Hello, How are you? and would
talk to me about how they had to go home, how miserable their lives were
from Day One, or something, but I never got a single complaint about any
of them getting beat. All the time I was there no prisoner ever
complained about somebody beating on them.
I'll take a polygraph on
that.
I did hear occasionally that some inmate was throwing his weight
around.
Understand.
My guards knew they didn't have some kind of
blanket immunity.
I used to tell them, Guys, I can't tell the
difference between one assault and another assault.
If a prisoner
assaults somebody, that's an assault.
If somebody assaults a prisoner,
that's an assault.
And they're both court-martial offenses.
I don't
think we had that sort of thing.
The biggest thing we did was to reduce the population--from 6j0 when I
got there to 250 when I left.
It was so easy.
It was a matter of a
professional knowing what the hell he was doing. We set up a
Correctional Holding Detachment.
Prior to that, anybody who was in the
stockade belonged to their parent unit. Now the parent unit was miles
away.
They would go in to pre-trial confinement which was supposed to
be for a limited time.
They were supposed to have charges read to them
within 72 hours, but it might take 2-3 weeks.
Remember now, the company
commander was out there fighting the bad guys and he's trying to keep
his guys alive.
He's not really worried about the fellow in the
stockade.
He's out of his hair.
Out of sight, out of mind.
That guy
is nothing but a bad memory to him. After getting the charges read,
there was pre-trial confinement before the court-martial that sometimes
went on for months.
Quite often, by the time a guy had been there 3-4
months, someone would show up with a completed discharge and take them
and throw them out of the army and they would never even be tried.
That's unconstitutional!
Then also, if you got 6 months, you served 6 months less your good time.
Everybody got good time.
5 months usually on a 6 month charge.
People
were piling up because they weren't getting tried; because there wasn't
any evaluation of prisoners.
Prisoners could be in the stockade, finish
their sentence, and go back to the same unit.
1 SGT would say, OK, you
sonuvabith.
The first time you look cross-eyed you're going back to
LBJ.
I know that.
The guy had a grudge against everybody in the unit

anyway, so it wasn't going to make things good to go back to the same
unit.
Often they came right back to LBJ on another offense, spent more
Some of
time in pre-trial confinement, and more time in a sentence.
these guys were coming to the stockade two and three times. We had
something like 80-85% recidivism--and we got that down to 8 %. That
wasn't because I was Father Murphy.
The Holding Detachment worked well. Anybody with a sentence of more
than 30 days became mine.
He was in my command; I became his commander.
It was a new concept; I didn't dream it up but once I got the concept I
went crazy with it.
It came down through army channels; someone decided
it would take an administrative burden off the hands of commanders of
units.
I went over to see the USARV's SJA and I got to see the deputy commander
for a little while.
He was very concerned about it because of the
recent riot and burnings at the stockade.
I told him we needed to be
more efficient; to get prisoners out of there.
Previous stockade
commanders didn't even bother to call a prisoner's company commander.
In most cases they couldn't get him anyway. With the backing of the
deputy commander, USARV, I'd pick up the phone and call the CG of that
division and say I've got a guy here who's over 72 hours; I'm going to
put him on the report to USARV tomorrow.
They'd say, No, no, and would
run down and the c harge would be read.
The same thing was true on trials.
I could call USARV's CoS and say,
Colonel, we're not getting what we should.
Soon I'd get a call back
telling me that somebody would be down right away.
So we were getting
people tried on time.
So they didn't stay in pre-trial confinement a
long time, which was unconstitutional as hell.
Then when a man started to serve his sentence, we already had him under
observation.
I had a psychiatrist, a team of psychologists/social
workers, an attorney.
I finally got the people I wanted--because I ran
a whole lot of NCOs out and brought in people provided me by 18th MP
BDE--and I got people who were human beings. All of a sudden the
animosity inside dropped off. We took people who were sentenced and
within 30 days--on the 30th day, by the way--if he had a clean record,
wanted to go back to duty, was a first or second offender (depending on
circumstances), he went back to duty on the 30th day, but not to the
same unit. We assigned him to a different major command, a different
division, sometimes a different corps area.
They never went back to the
same place.
208 discharge--people not adaptable to service.
There are people like
that no matter what you do with them.
Where it used to take 4-5 months
to process them, it took us about 2-2\ weeks until I had them on an
airplane back to the States.
As far as I'm concerned, those people were flotsam and jetsam of the
world.
I was in a war and I wanted to help.
We couldn't bring a single
soldier into Vietnam unless one left, because we had a cap on troop

strength--a manpower ceiling.
If we kept 650 people in that stockade,
that was over a battalion that couldn't be doing their duty to help us
stay alive over there.
That was what pushed me.
The stockade
population dropped, not because people were being better, but because we
were able to process them out more quickly. Most of them went back to
units, did their duty and got an honorable discharge and are probably
doing reasonably well on the outside.
A guy slugs his sergeant.
It's a situational thing.
The sergeant's
nerves are frayed, he's being a real SOB; his nerves are frayed.
The
kids reached his limit and the next thing you know--BOOM!--the kid's in
the stockade.
That guys not the same as someone whose been sitting
around hating his mother and father. or wanting to cut the heart out of
the nearest policeman.
I think that's the big thing I did while I was
there.
I got rid of them while insisting they be treated like human
beings.
I got more shower heads in. We put in a whole bunch more.
That was a major accomplishment.
I had a flare up just before I left.
It didn't get to a riot, but I had
some people who refused to work.
I came down on them like a ton of
bricks.
They weren't going to do their work. When they looked out
there were 250 men standing there with rifles and bayonets.
I went in
and assembled them and told them "I don't have any quarrel with most of
you and you don't with me, but we've got about a dozen guys in here
causing trouble.
I'm going to call their names, they're going to fall
out and I'm taking them over to maximum custody." The sergeant called
out the first name--Abernathy, or some name that started with A.
The
guy mumbles "I'm not going out there." A whole bunch of voices said,
"Oh yes you is." So he came out.
We got things pretty well settled down but there were about eight who
wouldn't come out of the barracks.
I left them there most of the day to
talk to themselves and get tired.
I got everybody else back to work and
went in and said, Who's got a cigarette? I didn't care if I had to
smoke; I just wanted someone to give me something; to see if I couldn't
bond with somebody. We sat down, lit up and they said We ain't going
out.
I said You've done everything you can do.
You've got the BDE CO
down here, all these colonels. You can't do anymore than you already
have.
The only thing you can do now is to go down.
They've got tanks
out there.
If you keep on you'll be stupid and you haven't been stupid
up to now. You've played your cards right.
One of them--a real sluggard, a thug--said Maybe you be the one going
down.
I said, What the hell do you think I'm doing here with you?
If
they come, I'm going to be here.
The only way I can protect you is to
be in here.
So I said I'm going to walk out and you're going to come
with me.
And by god, they did. We locked them up and that was that.
I got along with the prisoners and I tried as best I could to give
sensitivity training to the guards, my troops, trying to put them in the
prisoners' shoes and figure out what they'd do.
I had to take MPs who
didn't like to be prison guards and train them to be 95 Charlies. A lot

weren't even MPs, but from nearby units, anybody they could put their
hands on, whose name came up on a roster.
I had no trustees; I had minimum custodee prisoners and parolees. A MCP
goes out with an unarmed guard--a half a dozen--and go to work outside.
A parolee goes out by himself, to 18th BDE HQ to sweep out offices and
run errands and when they wanted to paint their rocks white he did that.
Why the army always wants to paint rocks white, I don't know. When you
start internal pets, you're in for trouble, because they become the
aristocracy.
We didn't have one homosexual in there--at least none who came to the
surface. Usually if they do, they end up sitting someplace with a
bloody head.
I answered to the deputy commander of the 18th MP BDE.
My philosophy of custodianship? I think it was to support the army
effort.
That was what I was most interested in.
To return those
individuals who were salvageable back to duty as soon as possible.
To
get those who couldn't serve the army out as fast as possible and back
to where they came from.
To treat all men with dignity.
Prisoners are liars.
They have to be for their only shot at self
respect is to lie so often they can kind of convince themselves.
They
lie about everything.
I don't mean all prisoners. Any time you say
'all' you've made a mistake.
But overall, there are tons of liars.
I'll look around.
I might be able to find a picture or two.
SGT Sapp,
here at the MP School at Ft. McClellan--he teaches corrections--he might
have something for you .
Extension 5260.
A book by Bernard C. Nalty, Strength for the Fight: A History of Black
Americans in the Military, has information about LBJ. Talks about how
bad things were but not one word about guys who tried to change that.
I
think I made the turn-around;
I think Paul Grossheim kept it going.
He's not the kind of person who goes around beating on people.
I
respect Paul.

Second Interview
William Keyes
1145 hours, Thursday, 3 May 1990, by telephone
Battlefield Training Division
MP Corps
Ft, McClellan, Alabama
telephone = 1-205-848-3064
C:
An inmate told how guards didn't treat inmates as Americans should
treat inmates; how during the riot they fired pointblank at them.
K:

I don't believe that's true.

But then I wasn't there.

C:
Then you suggest that some of the things Nelson did may have been a
little sadistic--and I just don't know where to go with this.
K: My own feeling is that Nelson probably knew it was happening but
made believe he didn't know. You know what I'm talking about.
People
have been doing that in prisons for years, administrations have.
Ivan
and I overlapped.
It wasn't that long.
How can I prove it? But the
critical thing as far as you're concerned is what was happening. You're
going to find it hard to get any information about that period, because
I couldn't get any.
I knew what I saw. Things like the money being
burned and not accounted for.
The prisoners' personal deposit fund was just a mess.
been burned and military pay certificates.
They had a
out-of-date MPG bags that were partially burned.
They
money was what.
I don't know if people ever got their
that period.

The building had
couple of
didn't know whose
money back during

C:
If you overlapped with Nelson, that means you observed him, maybe up
to twelve weeks.
K:
I think I told you about him telling me to stay
During that period I did stay out.
I stayed out of
prisoner's area, and stayed over in administration.
the man was strange, but I've heard people say that
I don't think I'm probably the only person who ever

pretty much out.
the way, the
All I can say is
about him before and
said it.

C:
Yeah, people say "Oh, yes, Ivan the Terrible" and they chuckle, but
that's all I ever get.
K:
He wouldn't give you any information?
from him.

I didn't think you'd get much

C:
He says his deputy, Josh Williams, took over a job at Ft. Gordon to
teach the advanced officer corps and "the lesson plans he made there
were based on my Long Binh experience."
K:
That's a crock!
Because I knew what the lesson plans consisted of;
the program of instruction laid down by the Department of Training

Developments, and you don't set down a program of instruction based on
what was going on at Long Binh.
It would have more to do with what
should have been happening. I know the man's kooky--as far as I'm
concerned--but once I left I was just happy to get the heck out of
there.
Josh Williams could tell you a lot. Of course, he was part of all tht
and he might not want to tell you about it. Of course, he didn't have
anything to do with it,
Josh didn't have much to do with anything, as
far as I could tell. He spent his days someplace else. He had a girl
friend over on the other side of Long Binh who was a service c lub
worker.
He'd go over there a bit.
I did say Nelson was the right man for the job at the time. What I
meant by that was that he took control. The methods he used probably
wouldn't have been the same ones I would have used.
Everything to him
was talk about coddling people etc.
C:
His comment about Gene Murdoch seems a little strange to say about a
friend.
K:
I imagine he thinks strange about friends because I think he thinks
strange. The man is just peculiar. The first time I saw him in my
life, was when I was a young captain going through a short course at Ft.
Gordon and he was the TAC officer and one day he came stomping into
class wearing bermuda shorts (which was part of the uniform then) and a
short-sleeved shirt and stood up there and told us what we weren't going
to get away with. You guys think you're going to come down here and do
this or that while I'm running this slash-up outfit and I'm the one
who's going to make the decisions.
He could say "I" more than anyone I
ever knew. When he walked away we said Who the hell was that?
He doesn't remember me except as one of "those people"? That means the
I
rest of the world, you realize that? He's getting along in years.
doubt if he got any better with age.
C:
He was trying to remember the name of the general in charge of 18th
MP BDE; turned to his wife and said "What was his name, mother? It
starts with 'B',"
K: Well, of course the BG was Gustavson, which starts with a 'G' and he
was replaced by a colonel whose name started with a 'B'--Brandenberg.
Colonel Brandenberg.
I don't know if he knew Nelson that well. O'Kier.
Ollie. Oliver O'Kier, his deputy, might know.
He was worried about the stockade. When I got off the plane he came
over to meet me to talk to me.
Said I'd be overlapping with Nelson for
a while but he knew me and had to have me there.
He claimed he was in Eye Corps running the Phoenix program? I think
that's wacky. My god, no wonder we lost the war.
I can imagine that
the natives really loved us. That doesn't make sense to me either.
I

cool it with the guards, not be their buddies, but just cool it.
guys wanted to bite down on the bit.

These

Some place between happy people sitting on the plantation and getting
haircuts and other people getting blankets thrown over their head and
beaten--somewhere between there lies what was really going on.
Stories get magnified too, over the years, in the telling.
If there
were rampant beatings going on, I would have known.
I made surprise
walk-arounds at any hour of the day or night.
I did go down there at
two o'clock in the morning.
I was in that place all the darn time!
I
lived only\ of a mile away and no one knew when I was coming. No one.
No way to spread the news to be on the lookout for me.
I found people
sacking out, off in the corner where they shouldn't be.
If there was a
warning network, it didn't work.
By the way, there was an error in the transcript you sent me of our
talk.
If I said it, I said it wrong.
Something about the "new conexes
being relatively comfortable." I didn't order them built. They were in
the process when I got there.
I just used them.
Remember something. You've got to get this straight. There were two
sets of conex es. When I got there, I told you about people living like
animals. They were conexes in the medium custody sentenced area. They
had holes in them, so they weren't sweat boxes, but there wasn't any
bed, just a blanket; these sat on the dirt, not on concrete pads.
They
looked like doghouses. Terrible, with a guy sitting in the corn e r on
the floor, which was even more terrible and I don't think there was a
whole lot of effort to keep people clean.
The conexes I used had concrete pads, had every other slat taken out,
painted silver because it was a color we could keep clean; inmates had
beds, books to read, magazines, had water.
It doesn't seem like a real
treat, but they did. Within that complex, they had showers where they
could get clean every day.
C: Norwood Jackson tells me what a great job he did running the
installation.
[summarizes Jackson's testimony.]
K:

That's wonderful.

C:

Nope.

You didn't get that from the prisoners, did you?

K:
I wouldn't think so.
I don't know what happened during that period
but I know Jackson's reputation. A rough guy. But again, truth usually
lies somewhere between what I say and I perceive and what the prisoners
say and perceive.
Being jabbed with a swagger stick in pressure points
sounds like prisoners getting together and talking.
I doubt if he knew
any of the pressure points, I don't, and I don't know of anyone ever
teaching how to use a nightstick or swagger stick. You have a tough row
to hoe, because things change in time, stories grow in time and
reputations glow in time.

don't think you're ever going to find out what was happening in there
when Ivan was there.
I arrived in November, but we had that overlap, When I left the Deputy
took it over for a little while before Jones took charge.
[Major Josh]
Williams had just left; I can't remember who it was.
I'm just like
Ivan. Who took over wasn't yet decided, They even wanted me to extend
and I wasn't about to.
There was, however, no polish guy.
I took over after Nelson!
If you
had spent time overlapping in a place with Nelson, you would remember
it!
What did Nelson look like? Gray, stubbly hair. Thin. A hard kind of
face.
He was very medium in everything. He walked around with a chip
on his shoulder at all times, Very rarely smiled. When somebody broke
an arm he'd laugh.
[That's a joke.] I bet I could get a picture of
him.
I'll look through OA yearbooks and see what I can find.
I can't say I was thrilled with what I was doing over there.
I'd much
rather have a battalion up someplace where the enemy was but on the
other hand I didn't do anything I was ashamed of and in some instances I
did some things I'm kind of proud of.
C: When I interview inmates and sometimes MPs, I get a lot of comments
about brutality.
K:
I asked one of the people who was there before I got there and he
said "Yeah." Asked him what it was like. And he said~ "Oh, the
difference is like day and night," I know that was between me and Ivan.
C:
[I read from Charles Kries' transcript where he was brought up on
charges because he corrected the mispronunciation of his name by a
guard.]
K:
That's a story. That's a real story, because to be brought up on
punishment he'd have to be brought before me and somebody brought up on
a charge of correcting a sergeant's mispronunciation of his name--and as
far as beatings were concerned, I can only say that I don't know what
happens at two o'clock in the morning when I'm asleep. On the other
hand, people knew what would happen if I caught them.
I'd court-martial
them. No question about that.
We probably had a different sort of inmate than they have in prisons
here. Because a professional criminal is at least a professional.
The
fellows we had were so c iopaths with 'be sorry for me' and 'I'm sorry for
me' attitudes. And the story about the beatings sounds a little like
'be sorry for me'. We had a very difficult population.
The MPs
themselves, remember they were in a difficult spot--1OOOs of miles away
from where they want to be with a lot of people who hated their guts
automati c ally. That doesn't make people all that much better. When a
professional criminal goes in and one of the things he wants to do is

This riot that took place was going to happen anyway.
Similar things
were happening back in the States--a 1-1 relationship. Blacks were
pissed off and 85% of the inmates were black. They were being told what
a bad situation they had--and in many cases they did--and now they find
themselves in Vietnam and even worse, in LBJ, so now they know the army
and entire world has shit on them. As far as they were concerned, they
were seeing the absolute truth. A black fellow could end up in LBJ a
little easier than a white fellow.
That was true.
I'm sure the
feelings were there. But I think the story of holding a Black Panther
meeting in the day room is a war story.
I wouldn't believe it.
Stories change.
I become braver. As a kid I jumped on a firecracker.
No, it wasn't a firecracker, it was a hand grenade, No, it wasn't a
hand grenade.
It was a bomb.
-- END --

